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so decorous and still, creak suddenly behind their Adam
mirrors as if to startle unwary inmates with a sudden intima-
tion of the sea. The trim joinery of their panels and the
neat mouldings, all so impeccably terrestrial, seem to deny
the imputation. But the creak belies them. Speaking
suddenly, and low, it betrays the sea behind the walls ;
and, obedient to their real master, the little rooms stand
creaking all night long, the bathrooms creak among* their
perfect plumbing, and the long passages are bronchial with
creaking. Even the big brown room upstairs, lit (like tho
House of Commons) from above, creaks gently from behind
its panels of whatever Louis; and when the saxophones
drop to a confidential note, one can hear the sea above
them talking in its unpleasant whisper.